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DON'T BE 

A WALKING 

BASEBALL MACHINE 




Want the thrill of imposing your will over someone? 
Of making someone do exactly what you order? Try 
hypnotism! This amazing technique gives full personal 
satisfaction. You'll find it entertaining and gratifying. 
MOW TO HYPNOTIZE shows all you need to know. 
It a put 10 simply, anyone can follow it. And there 
are 24 revealing photographs for your guidance. 

SEND NO MONEY 

FREE ten days' examination of this system is offered 
to you jf you send the coupon today. We will ship 
you our copy by return mail, in plain wrapper. If 
not delighted with results, return it in to days and 
yflur money will be refunded. Stravon Publishers, 
113 West 37th St., New York 19. N. Y. 
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BEATRICE RANKIN, UKE SO MANY YOUNG BALLET 
STUDENTS, HAP LONG WORSHIPED THE GREAT MME. UNA. 
IT WAS HER CONSUMING AMBITION TO BECOME AS 
FAMOUS AS THE STRICKEN BALLERINA... WHEN 
BEATRICE REACHED BACKSTAGE . 



THEN BEATRICE BECAME AWARE OF A STRANGE 
COMPULSION. . .AN OVERPOWERING FORCE 
CONTROLLING HER MIND . 




* DON'T be hasty, miss 


Fame/ 


RANKIN/ WHAT WOULD 


TWENTY 


YOU SAY IF I WERE TO 


YEARS 


PROMISE YOU TWENTY „ 


OF IT/ 


YEARS OF FAME AS A T 


THE 


BALLERINA. . . JUST 


VERY 


LIKE MADAME LIAIAT 


THOUGHT 


^jjfctyHf '- 


STUNNED 


THE 




YOUNG 




GIRL/ 
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LOST/ 




SO BEATRICE RANKIN SIGNED THE * 
AGREEMENT AND, AS MR. ABADDON 
LEFT, SHE JUST AS QUICKLY FORGOT 
THE INCIDENT. BUT, NEXT DAY, AS 
SHE WAS ATTENDING A REHEARSAL 
OF THE SMALL BALLET COMPANY OF 
WHICH SHE WAS A CHORUS MEMBER... 



BUT EVEN THOUGH YOUNG 
BEATRICE DIDN'T KNOW IT, PLANS I 
WERE BEING ARRANGED FOR HER.. . 
ARRANGED BY A RED SHADOW* 




And it began... 
beatrice became 
acclaimed all 
over the world 
as the successor] 
to the great 
madame lina/ 
fame came her 
way... and the 
years passed 

SWIFTLY . . 





THEN IT MS 
the mm JAW- 
VERSARr OF HER 
RISE TO FAME/ 
TEN YEARS DURWG 
WHICH ALL 

ABADDON HAO 

slipped mom 

HER MIND. 
BEATRICE WAS 
DANCIN6 AND, 
AS ALWAYS. THE 
GLARE OP THE 
SP0TLI6HTS 
MADE THE 
AUDIENCE SEEM 
A BLUR OF 
L/SHT . , - 





Panic took the place of reason, and Beatrice 
had but one thought . 




Even when she reached home, 
her fear iw 3ts.l with her/ 



ABACOON MADE ME SIGN AN 
AGREEMENT TO JOIN HIS AUDIENCE/ 
HE MUST HAVE MEANT THAT . 
HORRIBLE AUDIENCE OF THE 
DEAD/ I MUST — SOMEHOW- 



EVEN THIS DOLLf THE FACE 
IS NO LONGER THAT OF MADAME 
LIMA / THE FACE IS 






JlTLAST, 

WHEN HER 
TWENTY YEARS\ 
OF FAME 
WERE ALMOST 
OVER, SHE 
DECDEDNOT 
TO DANCE 
MAIN/ 
MAYBE THAT 
WIS THE 
OUT f SHE 
MOVED TO 
A SMALL 
VILLAGE 
AND 
LOST 
TRACK 
OF TIME. 
THEN, 
ONE 
DAY. . . 




MISS RANKIN WE HAVE A 
SMALL BALLET GROUP HERE J 
IN OUR VILLAGE. ..AND IK J 
ARE GIVING A CHARITY 
PERFORMANCE NEXT WEEK. 
WOULD YOU JOIN US FOR 

THAT ONE PERFORMANCE? M 

IT WOULD HELP , 
~t GREATLY / 




THEY'VE BEEN 
WAITING FOR 
YOU, MY DEAR . 
THIS IS THE , 
END OF YOUR 
TWENTIETH YEAR 
OF FAME 




She whirled, and the man who 
had been her dancing partner 

WAS NOW . 




MUBmEStfit* 
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IN THE LATE NINETEENTH CENTURY, TWO flKM9V4KMfl» 
GISTS CHANCED UPON A LONG-LOST TOMB DEEP IN THE 
SAHAgA DESERT. THE TOMB OF QUEEN RAMI, DEAD MANY 
CENTURIES, WAS A PRIZE DISCOVERY BECAUSE OF THE 
STRANGE EVENTS SURROUNDING HER LIFE. AS THE MEN . 
VIEWED THE TOMB, THEY HERE REMINDED OF HER AWESOME 
HBTORY. ■ 



THE TOMB OF OUEEN T SHE DISCOVEREO A SECRET 
RAMI, THE OUEEN WHO ) AROMA WHICH COULD BEND 
RULED A NATION WITH/ MINDS TO HER 

E WHICH COULD EVEN 
' SOUNOS LIKE A 



The two men forced the' sealed tomb open and 

&/TERED IT.. JYoorjn-pf IS THE FORMULA AND INGRE- 




Claude | 
lunged 

'AT HIS 

FRIEND 
WITH 

MURDER | 
in mis 

EYES. A 

SAVAGE 
STRUGGLE^ 

ENSUED f 

AS TOE" 
QUEEN'S 

EERIE I 
LAUGHTER \ 

FILLED 
THE 

TOMB... 
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Martin broke from claudeS 
grasp and raced out of the 
tomb. minutes later he 
returned to see claude 
tying prone at the feet of 
the queen, a broken, sense- 
less slave. all of martin's 
efforts to revive him from 
his coma were in vain, 
martin returned to civiliza- 
TION FOR HELP AND ARRflflNG 
BACK AT THE SITE OF HIS 
STRANGE ADVENTURE, HEFOUW 
THETOMBGONE — VANISHED 
FROM THEFACEOF THE EARTH, 
ALONG WRH HIS COMRADE/ 
ANOTHER INCOMPREHENStiLE 
EXPERIENCE FILED IN THE AN- 
NALS OF THE SUPE RNATURAL 
TTJ*EmT\ 





. WE'VE SCARED HIM OFF 

1 BE 'ORE HE COULD HARM 

THE, GIRL/ IS IT A MAN 

Oft A wild ANIMAL, 

MIKE? 




[it was not the first TIME the inspector had 

REFUSED COOPER'S REQUEST WABET£CT1V£ 
ASSIGNMENT, THAT NIGHT, AT HIS FIANCEE'S HOUSE. . 




__l A DETECTIVE'S WORK CAN 
1 K DANGEROUS 




IN THE MTS WAT FOLLOWED, 
COOPER STUDIED VOLUMES ABOUT 

WEREWOLVES, THEIR ORIGIN, THEIR 

HABITS - 



THE BLOOD OF A WOLF, INJECTED 

INTO THE HUMAN BLOODSTREAM 
UNDER THE RAYS OF A FULL MOON, 
WILL TRANSFORM A NORMALHUMAN 
BEING INTO A BEASTLIKE WOLF./' 




IF ONE MAY SET A THIEF TO 
CATCH A THIEF, WHY NOT SET 
A WEREWOLF TO CATCH 
A WEREWOLF ? I'LL DO IT/ 
I'LL TRANSFORM INTO A 
WEREWOLF AND TRACK DOWN 
THAT FIENDISH KILLER/ 




COOPER MANAGED TV BORROW A WOLF THE INOCULATION HAD DONE 
FROM THE LONDON ZOO, ON THE PRE- ITS FRIGHTENING WORK/ 



TEXT IT WAS WANTED BY SCOTLAND 
YARD FOR OBSERVATION PURPOSES 

IN THE WEREWOLF CASE. THEN. 
AM / I CAN FEEL THE WOLF'S 
BLOOD COURSING THROUGH MY 
VEINS ALREADY / 




SUCCESS* NOW TO CATCH THAT 
BEAST/ THE JOURNALS WILL 
PLAY IT UP / THEN THE INSPEC- 
TOR WILL HAVE TO PUT ME 




THE TRANSFORMED CLERK OF 
SCOTLAND YARD DASHED OUT 
tNTO THE NIGHT. THE HUNT 
WAS ON/_ __^__ 



The sure instincts of the wolfman led him 
TO THE cellar of an abandoned house near 

GROSVENOR SQUARE:/' - 

THIS IS HIS LAIR ALL RIGHT/ 
I CAN SMELL HIM / HIS BED 

OF RAGS IS STILL WARM ' 






RETURNING ALQHE TO HIS ROOM, COOPER INJECTED 
AN ANTIDOTE INTO ARS VEINS, A SOLUTION HE HAO 
PREPARED BEFOREHAND- 




I HATTER Or SECONDS, COOPERS WEREWOLF 
~'JRES DISAPPEARED, AND HE BECAME HIS 
IAL SELF ONCE AGAIN/ 




LATER, COOPER REPORTED TO INSPECTOR OUALEN, 
WITHOUT MENTIONING HOW HE HAD PLAYED THE 

THE TEMPORARY ROLE OF A WEREWOLF/ 

YOU 5AY YOU STUMBLED W NO, SIR/ YOU MUST 
ON THE WEREWOLF'S LAIR I BELIEVE ME/ I CAN 
AND CAPTURED HIM p IS 1 SHOW YOU WHERE 
THIS SOME SORT OF A _^^ HE IS/ 
JOKE, COOPER? ' 





AS MAYOR OF THIS TOWN, I FEEL 
RESPONSIBLE FOR THESE DEATHS j 

BECAUSE I AM SO HELPLESS. • 
■ WHAT CAW BE DONE , DOCTOR ? 




IN THE TOWN OF REGENSBUffc, GERMANY, THERE STA 
STONE BRIDGE WHICH SPANS THE DANUBE RIVER. ON I 
PARAPETS ONE CAN SEE STONE STATUES OF A WITCH 
AND HEN BROOD OF GARGOYLES. THEY APPEARED T 
ALMOST TWO HUNDRED YEARS ASO AFTER A CHAOTIC 
STRUGGLE BETWEEN THE REAL AND THE SUPERNATUf 



IT IS THE WORK OF THE 
DEVIL, MAYOR. ALL MY • 
MEDICINES ARE USELESS 



rit 




The old 

WOMAN 

WAS 
BRAGGED 
TO THE 
OUTSKIRTS 
OF TOWN 

AND 
BURNED 
AT THE 
STAKE. BUT 
BEFORE THE 
FLAMES 
SNUFFED 
OUT HEN 
LIFE., 
SHE 
UTTERED 




Soon she 
was burned 

WASHES 

AND BY 
A STRANGE fc£ 
COINCIDENCE, 

THE PLAGUE I 



' SEVERAL 
DAYS LATER, 
A WEIRD 
SIGHT WAS 
SEENONTHE 
STONE BRIDGE 
LEADING 
INTO 
RF.GENSBURG. 




THE CITIZENS OF THE 
TOWN WERE DUMBFOUNDED, 
NO ONE PUT THE STATUES 
ON THE BRIDGE YET THEY 
APPEARED THERE OVER- 
NIGHT. ALL EFFORTS 
TO REMOVE THEM WERE 
FUTILE FOR THE STATUES- 
KEEP REAPPEARING 
MYSTERIOUSLY. THE 
WITCH'S CURSE STILL 
HANGS OVER THE TOWN, 
FOR YEAR AFTER YEAR 
DISASTER 

COMMUNITY IN MANY WAYS 
-FIRE, PLAGUE AND FUXQ 
ARE STILL BLAMED ON THE 
"WITCH OFREGENSRURG'. 
THE END 




EVER SINCE COLUMBUS FIRST REPORTED 7t€ EXtST&KS 

OF A STRANGE, WEED-CHOKED BODY OF WATER BETWWt 
t THE AZORES AND THE WEST INDIES, FRIGHTENED 
1 MARINERS HAVE BEEN BRINGING BACK WEIRD TALES 

ABOUT THE MYSTERIOUS SARGASSO SEA/ THERE, 
I IT IS SAID, THE SLIMY FINGERS OF THE SARGASSUM 

WEED GRASP THE ROTTING HULKS OF COUNTLESS 



g FORMING AN INFERNAL . , 



EARLY IN THE I9Q0% THE ENTIRE WORLD PUZZLED 
OVER THE MYS TEPIOUS DISAPPEARANCE Of A 
FREIGHTER IN TNEHEARTOFTHE NORTH ATLANTIC- 
MJT IN THE PORT OP CASABLANCA, AN AMERICAN 

ADVENTURER SEEMED ANYTHING BUT PUZZLED. 





SPANISH GALLEONS, MODERN^ 
FREIGHTERS —DOZENS Of SHIPS 3 
MUST HAVE BEEN CAUGHT IN 
THAT DEVILISH WEED IN THE 
LAST FEW CENTURIES / LOOT { 
BEYOND IMAGINATION SITS 
THERE FOB THE PLUCKING - 
WAITING FOR US/ ARE YOU 
WITH ME, CAPTAIN ? 




XT DAWN, AS THE R/SIN6 SUN TRIES TO PENETRATE 
TmEPERPETUA L FOG BANK ABOVE T HE SARSASS O 
*££^» r Uk FO, YOU WERE RISHTTyH URRY^ 

MOR«AN/ OBSERVE THOSE -^IJSE YOUR WEED- 
' 0CREUCT5 CAUSHT IN THE /CUTTING PROW TO SET 

IsARSASSUM WEEDS /TO THAT ANCIENT SFWNISH 

llMB IS TRULY A GRAVE- 7 GALLEON/ IT'S FLYIN3 
YARD OF SHIPS/ «f PIRATE'S FLA« — THERE 
1 OUGHT TO BE PLENTY OF 
LOOT ABOARD/ ' 




KEXT DAY, OUTSIDE THE S4/T6ASSO SEA... 
f I'VE TAUGHT YOUR MEN HOW TO USE THE DECK GUN, 
ANNE — AND NOW TLL START SEMMN6J1UT S.0.S 

EflDD/ AND THEN LEAVE 

THE F1GHTNGTO MY " 
MEN AND ME/ 




RtMlMBES. MY HANKOfE CMC- 
I WANT WU TO WE A NATUHAL 
MATH / *TAY m TWf LOW-BOAT 
UNTIL « HAVE W1«D OUT ALL 
I — T. RESISTANCE/ 



HORROR MASQUERADE 



The old man. crumpled under the blows of the 
iron wrench in Stephen Ferrier's hand. Stephen 
straightened grimly. 

He glanced down at the inert form of Charles 
Betancourt. As if to indicate his contempt for his 
late employer, he booted a kick to the man's ribs. 
The frail, elderly body rolled easily under his blow. 
Charles Betancourt was dead. 

Quickly Stephen Ferrier went about the rest of. 
his task. From the back of the car he. took the 
chains and weights he'd earlier hidden there, and 
he attached them to Betancourt's body. Then he 
dragged Betancourt to the edge of the wharf and 
rejoiced in the splash the corpse made as it hit the 
water. Then Stephen quickly donned the clothes 
of the murdered man. ■' 

Stephen Ferrier had been a long time planning 
this crime, in fact, almost the entire two years 
since he'd come to the elderly millionaire as a 
down-and-out actor and Betancourt riad given him 
a job as his chauffeur. 

For two years he'd driven Betancourt around, 
watching Betancourt buy with his vast wealth all 
the things Stephen coveted. The most beautiful 
women of Paris linked their arms through Betan- 
court's, and the most exclusive nightclubs swung 
their doors wide to admit him. But from tonight, 
Stephen determined, things would be diiferent. 

Stephen drove back to the Betancourt estate. It 
was four in the morning, and he knew Mathilda 
Betancourt, the murdered man's sister, was safely 
asleep. He stowed the car in the, garage and made 
his way upstairs to his small room. ■ - 

All was ready for his work, and quickly he ap- 
plied the hair dye and makeup. In the mirror he 
saw his face transformed to an exact image of Be- 
tancourt's. Their build was somewhat alike, and 
when he drew in his shoulders slightly, he simu- 
' lated the gait pf the elderly man. He'd studied 
Betancourt's every move, waiting, always waiting 
for the day he'd play this part. 

It was toward dawn that he made his way to the 
mansion and let himself in wiih Betancourt's keys. 
He went upstairs to Charles Betancourt's bedroom 
and went to sleep with a sigh of satisfaction. 

Mathilda Betancourt was already at breakfast 
when he came down. For a moment Stephen felt 
a twinge of panic lest she see through his disguise. 
But as he sat down, she remarked briefly, "Well 
Charles, you • certainly don't even manage to get 
down in time for breakfast with me any more." 



Stephen was aware of the sharp, carping tone 
she'd always used to her brother and the servants, 
and now it didn't annoy him at all. 

"I'm sorry, my dear," he replied. "But my chauf- 
feur picked last night to light out, and I had a. devil 
of a time driving home." 

"Hmmph," she said. "These servants are all 
alike!" $2 

The matter seemed settled, and in the days that 
followed, Stephen Ferrier luxuriated in the wealth 
of the Betancourts. Each evening he made a round 
of the nightclubs he'd so frequently driven Betan- 
court to. 

Then one day as he wis passing through the 
library, he was drawn toward the day bust of Be- 
tancourt that stood near the casement windows. At 
Jirst he thought he'd imagined that there' d been a 
change, but as he stepped closer, his heart beat 
unevenly. Something had happened to the sculpture. 
It was as though the clay had been attacked by 
some virulent matter, causing it to decay. Small 
holes had appeared in the face, and the once-firm 
features sagged. To Stephen's dazed eyes, there 
was a malevolent grimace on the face, as though 
it waited and watched for something to happen. 
The next day Stephen examined 'the bust again, 
and the next, and each time the change was more 
pronounced. 

Stephen Ferrier knew he must hide the figure 
from the searching gaze of Mathilda. When he was 
sure she was out . he took it from its pedestal and 
carried it upstairs to his room. It seemed extra- 
ordinarily heavy, beyond the natural weight of the 
day, as though some invisible force were weighing 
it down. When Stephen finally came to his room, 
he was gasping from exhaustion. With his last 
remaining strength, he deposited the Dust on the 
floor of his closet. 

To Mathilda's questioning, Stephen answered 
he'd decided he didn't like the bust and had given 
it away. 

Outwardly Stephen continued to endure the nag- 
ging of Mathilda Betancourt. But inwardly he was 
not as patient us he seemed. When he'd planned 
his crime, he'd envisioned ,a future that would be 
everything he'd ever wanted, but now he found 
that in changing places with Charles Betancourt. 
he had- to listen to the constant nagging of Betan- 
court's sister. There was nothing he did that pleased 
her. She demanded to,know where he was going. 
She complained about the money he flung about so 



madly; she meddled in his love affairs. 

And then one night, being Charles Betancourt 
lost all its appeal. He'd driven to the Alhambra 
nightclub, and as soon as the new young singer, 
Maria Chalot appeared, Stephen fell madly in love 
with her. When her song ended, he invited her to 
join him at his table. , ' 

When she came, she seemed cold and indiffer- 
ent. Finally she said, "Excuse me. Monsieur. 1 
must leave now." 

"'But it's early," Stephen pleaded. "Join me for 
dinner," 

She shook her head and hurried away. Later, as 
Stephen watched jealously, she departed with t 
young, good-looking fellow. 

Night after night Stephen visited the Alhambra, 
trying to strike up an acquaintance with Maria 
Chalot. And finally she told him brutally, "You 



not come off. He glanced hatefully at the decaying 
bust that he had not dared leave behind, But had 
brought to Rome with him. k was the bust s work, 
he was sure. Through some evil tnck of fate he 
had become truly aged and lined like the man he d 
murdered. , . ,, ... . ,*. 

*'I won't he old," he shrieked suddenly at the 
bust, "I'm young, and -now I'm rich with a long 
life of pleasure ahead of me!" 

He seized a vase, as if to hurl it at the bust, but 
something stopped him. Some inner warning whis- 
pered that possibly that way lay disaster. He put 
down the vase and returned the bust to its hiding 
place in his closet. 

Stephen strode to the telephone. In Rome he 
knew there was a famous plastic surgeon. He would 
be able to help. He would be able to give Stephen 
back his youthful countenance. This was the an- 



are an old man. You should be home with your sw« 
memories. 



It was' two months later that Stephen Ferrier 



confronted him, her mottled features suffused with 



screamed. "Who are you?" 
■ At a glance, Stephen took in the open closet 
"door, the hideous sagging bust of Betancourt that 
she'd dragged out. Now it seemed to dominate the 
room with its evil secret. 

It was not only desperation that made Stephen 
turn bn Mathilda Betancourt. Into hjs mind came 
the realization that he had been thinking about this, 
too, for a long time, that time for his disguise 
had ended. 

He stepped menacingly toward Mathilda Betan- 
court, and she fell back, frightened before his ad- 
vance, one hand shielding her face as from a blow. 
Finally she stood with her back to the open case- 
ment window. Stephen seized the frightened, strug- 
glihg' woman and threw her to the ground below. 
As her scream drifted upward, he heard the ser- 
vants running toward him. * . , ,. j& j.' 
"My sister lost her balance and fell from the 
window," he told them harshly. 

Stephen Ferrier waited until after the funeral. 
The will was read, and" he had inherited every- 
thing. Then he closed up the Betancourt mansion 
and went away to Rome to shed his disguise in 

Stephen Ferrier scrubbed madly and futilely at 
the makeup he'd used to impersonate Charles 
Betancourt. At last he stopped, horrified. It would 



longer had to impersonate Betancourt. 

As soon as he was settled, Stephen hastened to 
the Alhambra, Maria was just as beautiful as ever, 
and this time, when he invited her to dinner, she 
didn't recognize him, and she came. It was a 
quick romance, and finally Maria set the wedding 

Stephen could hardly wait till he'd claimed his 
bride. Finally the day arrived. That morning when 
Stephen arose andt&ced the mirror, he ran his 
hand over his face, alarmed. There were lines ap- 
pearing around his eyes and dowrr his cheeks, draw- 
ing his face in so that be looked older, as though 
he d aged ten years overnight. 

Quickly Stephen went down to the drugstore and 
made his purchase. Then he dragged the malevo- 
lently grinning, hideous caricature of Charles 
Betancourt from its hiding place in a shadowed 
corner. He spoke to it as to some living thing. 
"Your destiny shall control mine no longer, he 
vowed. , 

He hurled the acid he'd bought into the statue s 
face, but as>*e did so, he screamed in agony. For, 
the *cid strangely burned into his own flesh. He 
fell, in his anguish, against the dresser, and saw the 
acid's ravages. ' ; . 

Stephen Ferrier fell to the floor, his life gone 
forever. Near by, the bust had been reduced to a 
mound of meaningless day. And then, gradually, 
in the gathering dusk of death, unknown to him, 
Stephen Ferriet's face became hia own. 









/ftS fifff 71Lff fi tfWW CREATED HORRORS 
TO FREEZE THE STRONGEST PULSE. 
THESTORIES WRITTENINA WHITE 
HEAT RAN THE GAMUT OR THE STRANGE 
AND TERRIBLE, BUT NO PUBLISHER 
WOULD- TOUCH THEM. DESPAIR 
FLOODED BARREL THOMAS. HE WAS 
TtptOUGH, BEATEN. . .AND THEONLf 
PITTING THINS WAS TO WRITE A 
FINALE TO HIS WHOLE SORDID 
CAREER. BUT EVEN THIS PINAL ACT 
WAS TO BE FRUSTRATED, FOR THE 
EVIL FORCES UNLEASHED BY HiS 
MIND WOULD PERMIT HIM NO ESCAPE.- 



Another rejection sup/ even the warm 
sympathy of his fiancee could not thaw the 
cold bitterness parrel, felt . 



r WE CAN MAKE YOU MORE ^ 
POWERFUL THAN KINGS/ ONLY 
COMMAND US TO DO SOME EVIL 
AND IT SHALL BE DONE/ 





ATTnemsmtcTaFFtcaest**!*. 


WE DON'T EVEN SEND V 
SOLDIERS TO PUNAMB/ V 

THENATWES ARE VICIOUS) 
AND PRACTICE POWERFUL ' 
MAGIC, CALLED "JUJU". / 
I CANT LET YOU 60, J 
MR. THOMAS. L _^ 


YOU WILL / I HAVE 
THE MOST POWERFUL 

MAGIC IN THE WORLD. 

LO0K/"TAVSKADAL7 
' I SID YOU APPEAR/ 


B^HIllRs^-all 


T^P 




Jfrfi 


JSr\ l$JJ^ 


mi\ 


~^s£>. 


TOV 



Ylll, TAKE 'EM AWAY/ 
THEY'RE TOO HORRIBLE 
TO LOOK AT/ > 


\ DON'T BE AFRAID/ THEY'RE \ 

j COMPLETELY IN MY POWER / I 

JUST STAMP MY PASSPORT J 

AND I'LL LEAVE/ S 


fe-vjE^r; '\ 


jfcar^si 


11 i //ffl\ 


3m 


w 


titf&jL 


HI 1 ri If ,11 




U \^r7i 



ANYTHING YOU SAY/ JUST TAKE 

^ THESE— THESE HORRORS 
THANI 
YOU/AND NOW 

ON TO PUN AM Ei I 



BWALA NAM /SEIZE T~I COULD 1 
THE TRESPASSER AND I CALL MY 
TAKE HIM TO VILLAGE /[CREATURES. 
THE WITCH DOCTOR J BUTTHE 
WILL BURN HIM AS / TIME ISNT 
> SACRIFICE/ K l J RIPE/ LET 
THEM TAKE ME 
TO THE WITCH ' 




MY MAGIC TELLS ME 
PIG IS EVIL/ THROW HIM 
INTO 





I THE AMAZING NEW MENSTRUAL SHIELD THAT GIVES 
SURE, SAFE PROTE CTION DIFFERENTLY 

Yw. here il is— look at the illustration and see al ..rice why O.mfoC.ard 
is different. Comfo-Gard looks like and if- an abbreviated i.amie— except 
Comfo-Gard is especially cut H. hug ihe body cunlnurs. Comfii-Gard it 
■ made of fines! fabric and elastic materials and is lined with sheerest 
softest rubber lo make il liquid npellenl. 

MO PINS -HO HOOKS 

Comfo-Gard eliminates pins and hooks. "No-slip" loops h.ild the nap- 
kin securely without pins or h.»ks. You'll enjoy this extra freedom 
from annoyances. 

ELIMINATES CHAFINS 
Comio-Gard's wide crotch keeps the pad flat and smooth all the time. 
The elastic band hugs the hips, thus eliminating ..ne i.f Hhe mosl 
common causes of chafing. 

HO TELL-TALE BUMPS 

' Comfo-Gard't special form-fit design completely does away with tell-tale 

HO STAINS - HO OVERFLOW 

The special sheer soft rubber lining makes soiling. or overflowing impo»- 
sible. For the first lime you'll really feel safe. 

L0H6 LIFE -WASHES IH A JIFFY 

Corofo-Card will give fears of good service. Washes in a jiffy 
A instantly. Try Cnmfo-Gards ii*h 



TRY COMFO-GARDS 
60 DAYS FREE... 
SEND NO MONEY 

Here fc-gttr uffers-611 

out Ihe coupon below and 
mail in the pelage-free 
envelope. We'll rush 

an unmarked package. 
Take 60 days lo decide 
whether vou wish to keep 
Comfn-Cards. II not a 
full refund of Ihe 



60 DAY 



COUPON 



SEND 



e pric 



will be 




Kec!ucing$periati.sl Save wh 

LOSE WEIGHT ' 




Spfft&tducvi 



REDUCE 



Relaxing • Soothing 

Penetrating Massage 




TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT! 



•££■? Don't Stay FAT- You Can LOSE 

" POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY vm tH£?'"' 

0b*yi YOUf IVtTY soo,HrNC ™«*e in *• snrei. oP vm,( o.n Inn! SU>k to ■■- *■-■ 

■ any part of your Mpi, i)h. r.<i, rMghi. ». 

loOM find flobby, K»» l™*i d°-n fA I"." ; 

whtraiw you hccro ulra weight and Hl^JShStt SSl = 
indioi, Hm "Spot Roducor" con aid 

you in acquiring a youthful, iltndar YOUR OWN F 

iful figure. Tho boouty of ^^ 



I MASSED « AT HOME 



TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! 




